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All that has happened to me seems to have opened
to me such wonderful new doors. I seem to pass
through it all now as a dream. Day by day slips by
and I am not unhappy. I just live in a sort of expectant
peace and feel so very close to you.
Christmas day has come, and more and more beauti-
ful cards. They seem to me to be symbols of the
wonderful love and friendship that is waiting for me
and fighting for me outside.
I am blest with such a number of warm-hearted, true
friends. If I had not got to jail, perhaps I would not
have found it out. You see, there is compensation in
everything.
Your beloved letter has just come, such a joy. But
still no card of your own design.
Brownie is a darling and a real friend. Give her my
love and tell her I'm afraid her key was lost. Doesn't
that sound mysterious ? She is not one of the ' crew/
but just a dear friend of Casi's and mine, gay and
warm-hearted.
Talking of keys, do write and ask Ella Y	for
mine. I lent her nearly all my keys and she never gave
them back. She wanted to open something. On
second thoughts, don't. I'd sooner lose the keys than
fuss her, and in any case, they are probably lost, and
I certainly don't want them!
My head is quite turned with the reviews you
sent me! Those poor rough scribbles! If ever I
get out I'll do a lot more. Fve learnt such a lot
since.
This is a real jail pen, vile, and I couldn't make it do
what I wanted in the drawing at all.
Don't make yourself miserable, darling, about me.
I am often afraid that you are much more unhappy
than I am. I feel a quiet, peaceful, a ' nunc dimitis'
sort of feeling.

